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PERSONS REPRESENTED

MapamMe RENAUDIN
Noimg, her sister
JuLz, her daughter
JEANNE

CHRISTINE, her daughter
GEORGES P1ERRARD

Scene: The country home of Madame Renaudin in France.
Time: The present.

“L’Envers d’'une sainte” was first performed at the
Théatre Libre in 1892,
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ACT I

The drawing-room in a simple, middle-class home
in a small town; wazed floors, thick, starched cur-
tains, and ordinary conventional furniture. Every-
thing is in its place, scrupulously well-ordered: lace
covers on the backs of the chairs and sofas; round
and lozenge-shaped rugs of many colors on the floor
in front of each chair. Family portraits—rococo
style—wnth philistine faces; a liqueur cabinet,
backgammon board, a photograph album. No
books nor magazines. The subject represented on
the large clock is: “ Muse Tuning Her Lyre.”

As the curtain rises, the Wmow RENAUDIN and
NoEMIE are preseni. MADAME RENAUDIN 13 dressed
_in a black silk dress, with flounces; i is out of date
and severe, yet not without a certain pretension to
elegance. The hat she wears is trimmed with violet
ribbons and jet ornaments. She is evidently about
to leave the house. NofMie is dressed in simple
gray linen. An apron 1s pinned to her waist.
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4ot 1 A FALSE SAINT

Notmre. She must be here any moment!

Mapave RENAUDIN. Will she have the presence
of mind to stop the coach before the house? Her life
at the convent must have made her a little stupid
and forgetful. It would have been better to have
told her we should meet her at the office; then there
would be no chance of her making a mistake.

Nogkmie. I can’t imagine Julie stupid or absent-
minded! She would have had to change a great
deal! She used to be so impetuous!

MapaMe RENAUDIN. But to be & nun for eigh-
teen years!

Noimie. Nearly nineteen—that does count for
something! But then it only goes to prove that
she has kept her independence of character: to
break with so long a past! Think of it!

Mapame RENAUDIN. That is, if no one has in-
fluenced her! I shall be glad to see my daughter——
When she decided to enter Sacré Coeur, I did all I
could to dissuade her, because I never for an instant
believed in her vocation; yet in spite of that, I was
not at all happy when she wrote that she could not
stand it any longer, she needed a change, and wanted
to end her days with her family; that for her own
salvation she must leave the convent where she was

[4]




A FALSE SAINT Act I

no longer able to pray. She will be in a very diffi-
cult position! When people say she has given up,
failed, the Pharisees will cross themselves. Yet she
has been released from her vows—not without a
good deal of trouble with Rome, though!

Nofme. She is very pious; we’ll give her plenty
to do, taking care of the poor, and then our charity
organizations—— She was mistaken in her vo-
cation—it is her misfortune, and every one will pity
her. She struggled so long, too! We’ll try to make
her life worth living,. /

Mapame Renaupmv. But it may seem more
bitter than the one she has just left! The coach is
late! I can’t wait for it, I haven’t time. Barbe is
watching at the door, isn’t she?

Nofmie. Yes. The moment she hears the
horses’ bells she’ll run out to the steps and stop the
coach, in case Julie hasn’t told the driver. Poor
Julie, it’s a great comfort to know we’ll see her soon,
after so many years—and so many sad events——

Mapame RENAUDIN [sadly]. Yes—sad! But if
she doesn’t come soon, I'll have to go. I simply
can’t

Noimie [listening]. There she is! I hear the
coach!

(5]



Act I A FALSE SAINT

MapamMe RENAUDIN [after listening]. You have
a sharp ear: I don’t hear anything!

Noimie. Yes—— [She runs and opens the win-
dow.] Now, unless you're deaf—there, look there!
There’s a soldier on top—— Oh! By the left win-
dow, I thought——! It’s she! She’s waving her
handkerchief. I knew she wouldn’t be stupid. [Both
women lean oul the window, and wave their handker-
chiefs. The sound of the approaching coach increases.)
Let’s run to meet her. [They go out, leaving the
door open. Ezclamations, kisses, and the confusion
incident to some one’s arriving are heard outside, then
the sound of a trunk falling in the vestibule. Ma-
DAME RENAUDIN and No&MiE come in with JuLis
between them. JULIE wears a very simple, unfashion-
able black dress, a chestnut-colored straw hat, with a
white scarf on the front, and a brown veil falling over
one shoulder.]

MapamMe RENAUDIN [kissing Jurie]. My child!
After eighteen years——

Junie. It’slike a dream! It seems I left all this
yesterday! [She kisses her mother and aunt.] But
you two, you're unkind, not coming to see me——

MapamMe RenauvpiN. How could we? Your
poor father’s health——

(6]




A FALSE SAINT Act T

JuLik [pointing to a door]. He died in that room,
didn’t he?

Mapame RENAUDIN. Yes. [She wipes her eyes.]

Noimae. He spoke of you up to the very last.

JuLie. Was he conscious to the end?

Mapave RENAUDIN. Every moment. And so
resigned to the will of the good Lord!

Jouie. Poor papa! [She goes toward the door.]
I’d like to say a little prayer by his bed. [She goes
tnto the room. There is a pause. Her mother and
aunt remain by the door, looking at JULIE and wiping
their eyes. JULIE says from the room:] Everything is
just as it used to be.

Noftmie. We’ve changed nothing.

JuLiE [reappearing]. Poor papa, I can see him
still! [Turning toward the open door.] There in his
armchair, always so patient—ah, the dead!

MapamMe RENAUDIN. To think of them—those
we’ll never see: your two grandmothers—Aunt Mé-
lanie, Aunt Louise, and, three months ago, Cousin
Henri!

JuLie [controlling her emotions]. I mourned for
them there—Henri, so young, so necessary to his
family!

MapaMe RENAUDIN. Yes. When you have

(7]




da 1 A FALSE SAINT

lived a little and then think of the past, how happy
and full it all seemed, and now how bleak! Don’t
you feel that?

JuLie. No—for me the life of the past is summed
up in a few memories—hardly anything—a tiny
nothing that grips the heart! [She goes to the window,
probably to feel at her ease, and looks outside.] The
garden hasn’t changed. Oh, yes, those lilacs,
planted at the other end! There used to be a yoke-
elm hedge there.

Noftmie. It had to be taken out after that severe
winter. , '

JuLie. Just as in our garden at Sacré Coeur:
we lost a whole row of chestnuts. Chickens still
in the same place, and the dog-house! No dog!
What’s become of Phanor?

MapamMeE ReNAUDIN. The idea! He was old
when you left.

Junie. That’s s0; I am out of date!

Mapame ReENAUDIN. Julie, I must go now.
To-day is the general meeting of the “Enfants
de Marie.” Monseigneur has come here especially
to be present; I'm chairman, and I must be there.
I'll see you later. [She kisses Jurie.] It is too
bad I have to go, though.

(8]



A FALSE SAINT Act 1

JuLie. What an important person you are!
Dear me!

Mapame RENAUDIN. You’ll come to the next
meeting; we expect you to be one of our most enthu-
siastic helpers.

JuLie. Yes, mamma.

[MApAME RENAUDIN goes out.

Nofmi [as JuLik takes off her hat]. Won’t you
have something to eat?

Juue. No, thanks, Aunt. I had lunch in the
station at Dijon two hours ago. For a woman who
has been closed up half her life, I’ve stood the trip
very well. Besides, I was so amused.

Noftmie. Your mother was sure you would get
lost on the way. '

Joue. I? No danger of that!

Nokmie [taking JuLie’s hands]. Now come and
sit by me; we haven’t talked for centuries. The
thought that your mother superior read all my let-
ters kept me from saying anything—you under-
stand? And you—it was probably the same with
you? [They sit down. After looking at JuLIE for
a momend.] Julie, I never thought I should see you
here.

Juuie. He is dead now—I could come back.

[9]



Aa 1 A FALSE SAINT

Nofmre. But it was not only to avoid seeing
Henri that you went to the convent; you were ex-
piating—

Junie. Hasn’t the expiation lasted long enough?
As a matter of fact, I didn’t kill her. God did not
wish me to die—because I should have done that if I
had succeeded. Isimply couldn’t stand my life there.
I was cold, almost hateful to my sisters—but I loved
my pupils, I loved them so much! At the moment
I began to be deeply attached to them their families
took them away from me. The other sisters, nearly
every one, were firmly convinced of their vocation;
of course, they loved the girls, but they wanted to
make saints of them—I didn’t—they called me
“Mother,” and I was really their mother: and I
was always in mourning for one of my daughters.
You see, Aunt, I have never given up my vocation
as a woman—sad and very human—I was among
angels who did not understand me.

Nofmre. At least you had an intelligent con-
fessor? Did you come back here on his advice?

Juue. Oh, yes—an old man—excellent—he saw
how I was suffering—it was plain enough. He
thought it was better for me to return to the world
and do as much good as possible there than to
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A FALSE SAINT Act 1

waste away in a dungeon—my cell, that is. Intelli-
gent? I hardly think so—he didn’t understand
how to deal with my case—he always turned to
the past, and exhorted me to repent, spend my life
in penitence. God in Heaven, what was I doing?
Yes, I was a criminal, but I should not have had
it forced down my throat that the convent was the
galleys—

Noktmie. How about the mother superior? Did
she know?

Juuie. The mother superior? I had three so
well moulded that they were practically the same.
Use the singular: the mother superior! It was my
duty to tell her everything. She knew—yes.

Noimre. You had no help there, then? Not
even a little sympathy?

Juuie. They were good—all three—good and
indulgent—sympathetic’ No, not in the least.
“Heaven”! They were continually harping on
Heaven! I should be rewarded in Heaven: re-
warded, consoled, recompensed, happy in Heaven!
Oh, Aunt, what I have suffered on earth!

Nofvag [kissing JuLie]. Poor child.

Juuie [brusquely, with lowered eyes, after a long
pause]. Tell me about Henri. I heard he was
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Aa 1 A FALSE SAINT

dead, only that, not a single detail. I received the
news in a nice letter from his daughter, Christine.
An affectionate little note; it surprised me: to a
relative she had never seen. But it didn’t say any-
thing. Then you—you wrote only two lmes: simply
the news. That wasn’t kind, Aunt—I had expected
something——

Noftmre. I didn’t dare—I didn’t know you felt
—your heart—I was uncertain—

Jurie. My heart—it blained you for your silence.

Noftmre. Then you still loved your cousin?

JuLie. I tell you I performed my religious duties
in the best of faith. I never gave Henri a thought
except when I prayed, but then I never prayed with-
out thinking of Henri. You should have felt that,
Aunt, you who have suffered; I am sure you know
what despair there can be in the human heart—
you have been my best friend in trouble—you should
have understood me thoroughly. Was Henri sick
for long?
" Noftmre. Afewdays. Inflammation of the lungs.
He was in perfect health until shortly before.

JuLiE. And his last hours?

Nofae. He was very brave, but, you know, he
was one of the new generation—not like your father.

[12]



A FALSE SAINT de 1

JuLiE. Yet he received the final sacraments?

Nofamie. Oh, yes, he died peacefully—his- wife
and daughter were with him to the end.

Jouie [hesitating]. His wife—— After I left,

Noftmie. Never! She doesn’t deserve that sus-
picion. You had her promise not to say anything:
she has kept it.

JuLie. It was wrong of me—yes, she has been
very generous—almost too generous. If she had
blained me for my crime instead of agreeing to call
it an accident I should no doubt have gone through
terrible agony, but the struggle would have thrust
me into another field, as it were, and I should not be
now merely a bit of the dry refuse of life-—

Noftmie. Now, now, you don’t believe a word of
that. Dry refuse! You who have educated and
brought up in the ways of God a whole generation
of young girls, think of the good you can still do!

JuLie. Oh, the good! The good done by a
soul in agony! [After a pause.] Aunt, Henri can-
not have died without sending me some little mes-
sage—a word? Since he was never told that I
attempted to kill his wife, he must have regretted
my having given up liberty, and all I suffered because

[13]



det 1 A FALSE SAINT

I had lost him. My vocation, ha! He knew what
it was worth! He said nothing, then—just before
he died?

Nofwmin. In the last agony he mentioned some

names: your mother’s, mine, his sister’s—yours,
probably; nothing in particular—— [She cries.]
My poor child, that was all eighteen years ago—so
long ago——
- Juure. Long? But he lived in the meantime,
and to think he could forget, while I was shut up
with that picture always before my eyes—always.
I remember—

Nofmie. Don’t imagine that your cousin for-
got. It’s true, he didn’t speak of you to me during
his illness—you see, we were so seldom alone to-
gether.

Juue. But before—

Nofmae. Oh, often. He knew how intimate we
were, and he thought we corresponded regularly—
he asked e to let him see your letters.

Juue. Did you show him very many?

Nofmre. Some—I read him some.

Junie. Tell me how many—I’d like to know.

Nofmie [kesitating]. Two, I think.

Juuie. Two? So he asked twice for news of me?

[14]




A FALSE SAINT Act 1

Nofmre. Well, I wasn’t very willing to tell him,
you know. What would have been the good? But
one day he talked to me a long time about you—
about the peaceful state of mind you must have been
enjoying. I didn’t think it wise to let you know
about that.

Junie. But recently—

Nofme. That was the day of his daughter’s
First Communion. After lunch we had coffee
under the big pine. I happened to be alone with
Henri. He didn’t behave very politely toward me,
but in spite of that I never knew a nicer boy—so
good, so loyal!

JuLIE [anxiously]. Yes, yes, good and loyal.

Noftmie. He showed me his little girl, pretty as
a picture, dressed im a cloud of white, and he called
her jokingly his little bride; then all at once he be-
came serious: “My little bride, all in white, makes
me think of another—far away—all in black. When
I think of her, good-bye joy and happiness! Cousin
Noémie, I have committed only one bad action in
all my life—I feel the weight of it.”

JuLie [in exaltation]. That’s he! I have found
him once more! He couldn’t have forgotten me!
We were too much to one another. Sooner or later

[15]



Act 1 A FALSE SAINT

he must have come to me. Why wasn't I warn
in time? :

Nofmre [horrified]. Seeing the way you behave
now, I know it would have been a great mistake. You
had certain sacred obligations to fulfil, both of you.

Jurie. I feel deeply touched—what he said of
me—I’'m just a little dizzy—yes, I did have obliga-
tions to fufil—and how did your conversation end?
What else did Henri say?

Nofmie. He then told your story, the story we
have wept over so often, you and I, my poor child!
And he said he loved you deeply, and that you re-
turned his love. Then he spoke of your oaths and
vows, the-plans you made and how they came out,
then his year in Paris——

JuLike. And his home-coming—married—an ele-
gant little Parisian woman, and I—out of my
mind——

Nofmie. He knew what to expect: your going
into a convent nearly broke his heart—he told me,
that day, and the way he told me—

Juuie. Did you try to deceive him about——

Nofmie. No, as I believe in a life to come, I think
that every one ought to realize his responsibilities,
even if they cause the loss of one’s peace of mind.

[16]




A FALSE SAINT Act I

Juuie. All one’s peace of mind. The process
has agreed with me.

NoftMmie. For a long while Henri blamed himself
severely, and then he asked me to intercede, to
explain to you, tell of his remorse, and ask your for-
giveness, but I refused out and out, and told him
that his regret would only lie heavy on your con-
science as a nun; that you would not listen to me.
As to your forgiving him, I took it upon myself
to tell him that before you left you asked me to
say that he was quite forgiven.

JuuE [bitterly]. Of course—he took from me
only my happiness, I tried to take from him his
own—and his wife’s. Two for one; the proportion
was no more than that!

NofMik [trying to calm her]. Julie!

JULIE [passionately]. Well, then, in a fit of mad
jealousy I did try to kill Jeanne. She was expect-
ing a child—we were crossing a ravine on a narrow
board which was used as a bridge—I was walking
behind her—a slip—I pushed her—she fell A
woman who does that is not forgiven. Ha! I should
have gone into a police court instead of Sacré
Coeur. Now I should be coming home from
Nouméa.

(17]



Act 1 A FALSE SAINT

Nofmik [in consternation]. Julie, Julie, you are
as violent and excited as ever!

JULIE [calming down]. No, no, discipline has had
its effect on me. See, now I can control myself;
that was the first time for a great many years—at
the convent I never forgot myself—my pupils al-
ways thought me very calm and sweet——

Nofimre. Then you don’t blame me for having
told Henri you had forgiven him?

Juuie [dryly). The idea! Haven’t I even for-
given myself? Doesn’t my presence here prove
that?

Nofimre. Your coming back is troubling me a
great deal—we are on very intimate terms with
Jeanne, you know. She comes here almost every
day, especially since Henri died. She lives very
modestly—alone with her daughter; we are about
the only people she sees. Your mother never had
the slightest suspicion of the awful secret, so that
she is very anxious to have you and Jeanne be great
friends. Jeanne is willing—she is simple and ut-
terly incapable of any feeling of resentment. She
has always taken an interest in you. O, it’s not
affectation or pretended generosity, take my word
for it. Now, of course, she will continue to come as
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A FALSE SAINT Act 1

before, and that’s why I am worrying. You are not
easy to get along with, Julie; I am afraid her pres-
ence here will—

Junie. I've changed a lot—I'm much simpler
now. Teaching little girls for so many years gives
one a clearer vision; it simplifies the soul. In any
event, the idea of seeing Jeanne again—of course,
I can’t say that I feel absolutely sure of myself, but
I can promise to keep up an appearance of perfect
calm.

NofMie [kissing herl. Good! I was terribly
afraid. She’ll be here soon, now—this is the time
she usually comes, and to-day of all days she’ll not
be late. Just think, she’s very nervous about
meeting you, and she so wants to! Your long pen-
ance, which must have changed you so much, has
made her quite enthusiastic. To tell you the truth,
I suspect that your love for her husband, your ter-
rible passion of which she was the victim, rather
throws you into a romantic light in her eyes, though
she is extremely pious.

JuLie. Sounds rather foolish!

Nofimre. She’s not that, you know. When you
pushed her into the ravine there was every appear-
ance of an accident—you had foreseen everything

[19]
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Why, even I thought it was accidental, the way you
screamed—well, she didn’t hesitate a second—she
understood everything: your love, your jealousy,
your—crime.

Jure. Exactly: was it her heart or her brain?

Nofmie [severely]. The heart—it must have been,
for it drew you to her bedside when she was to give
birth to her child. The doctors told her she had no
chance to live. Yes, the heart—and the brain, be-
cause you left her, with admiration and repentance
in your heart—two sentiments that were rather for-
eign to you. Does that call up to your mind a
foolish woman?

Juuie. Oh, don’t pick my sentences apart like
that. DI've lost the art of choosing and weighing
each word. You forget that I am used to talking
to children from morning till night. We call a pupil
““a little fool,” when often enough she is very bright.
For a few days please don’t attach too much im-
portance to the way I express myself. So she’s
coming?

Nofmre. I’m surprised she’s not here yet.

JuLie. She’s not a member, like mamma, of the
“Enfants de Marie”?

Nofmie. She’s not been long in mourning, you

[20]
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know. She does not go to the regular meetings as a
rule, but to-day Monseigneur is to speak. In a little
town that is really quite an occasion—every one is
dressed up—a woman who has lost her husband only
three months ago—no, it would not be right.

Jurie. That’s so, I had forgotten the customs.
Aunt, you’ll leave us alone together, won’t you?

Nofimie. Alone? You will talk about the past,
won’t you?

Junie. Yes.

NotMie [nervously]l. Wouldn’t it be better to
come to it little by little?

JuLie. No, I like things open and above-board.
If I am to see her every day I prefer to go to the
root of the matter at once. Otherwise, we should
both be playing a game. We’ll be calm and common-
place enough about it.

Nofmie. Julie, in my opinion, you are in a
highly nervous and excited condition. I've often
noticed that in life matters will take care of them-
selves wlen they are let go. Leave it to Providence,
that’s what I say.

Juuie. Thy will be done! I bow, only I
can’t exist and go on dissimulating. Humble
myself, tear my hair, acknowledge my sin—I'm

[21]



Act I A FALSE SAINT

willing to do that: I've been a nun, but in the con-
vent I was not taught to look into the eyes of a per-
son who was separated from me by an awful secret.
The sisters are not perfect—oh, no: we had our
petty quarrels, our hurt pride, and all that childish-
ness—but this is not that sort of case. I'm going
to talk with Jeanne.

Nofimre. As you like; I’ll take Christine with me
for a walk in the garden.

Jurie. Christine! That letter she wrote me
after her father’s death—I have it on my heart. I’ll
be glad to see her.

Noftmre. You’ll not be disappointed. She’s so
sweet and gentle, though they do say she was spoiled
when she was a child. She was so delicate!

JuLie. Then she, too—

Nofimre. Born two months too early—they had
a terrible time saving her, but that’s all over with:
the consequences were not serious for her; for there’s
not a prettier or healthier girl in France. You
only, you are the one who suffers. Here they are!

[Enter JRANNE, followed by CHRISTINE. They
are in deep mourning. JULIE goes to JEAN’NE/
and kisses her; the two women stand a moment
hand in hand, stirred by deep emotions.
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JEANNE can with difficulty restrain her tears.
She turns to CHRISTINE.]

JEANNE. My dear Julie, here is my daughter.
She’s eighteen—quite a young lady.

Juuie [kissing CHRISTINE]. How many young
ladies I've taught in my day! I hope this one
will take the place of all those who have been
my friends, and whom the world has taken from me
—all, one after the other.

JEANNE [smiling]. I am very much afraid that
some young unknown will take her from you before
very long.

JuLie. That is true—renunciation! We all
come to it sooner or later. A big word, isn’t it,
Christine, to which you haven’t given much thought?
[CHRISTINE raises her eyes to JULIE and does not
answer.)

JEANNE. You frighten her.

Juuie. She’ll get over it.

Nofme. I frighten no one; therefore I suggest
taking Christine for a walk in the garden. I’ll
bring her back in ten minutes, afraid of nothing.

[Noimie and CHRISTINE go ouf.

Juuie. It’s been a whole lifetime, Jeanne, since
we’ve seen each other.
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JeanNNE. Yes, life is over for me—I have only
my girl—

JunLie. And what is there left for me? A
wounded conscience.

JEANNE. Which must be cured at all costs, dear
Julie. One second of madness is more than atoned
for by years of penance—for I know you were not
by nature intended for a nun, not at all. You have
done a noble deed. I should never have been able
to persevere so in spite of my natural feeling.

JuLiE [smiling]. But I am no longer persevering.

JEANNE [in an undertone]. 1 guess why: if Henri
had lived you would have remained there—
[She bursts into tears.] I have no courage when I

speak of him.
JUuliE. I understand it all. I sympathize with
you.

JEANNE [pressing JULIE’S hand]. How good you
are!

JuLik [coldly]. Goodness has nothing to do with it.

JEANNE. You mean' experience; but I have my
own opinion. [She wipes her eyes].

Juue [after a pause]l. I am very happy to feel
that you know why I came back. Yes, I dare re-
enter the world because Henri is no longer in it.
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You have been so good that I lost even the right to
think of him. Thanks to you, I was able to say
good-bye to him without being driven away as a
criminal, but that farewell could not but be final.
Here I am not asking for one bit of his past, not a
remembrance. If you wish it, I am willing to prom-
ise not to visit his grave. He was yours and yours
shall he always remain. I have given myself up to
God, and I shall not leave Him. I know it pains
you to have me speak of these things, yet I simply
must.

JEANNE [crying]. I’'m crying, but I love to hear
anything that reminds me of him. I like to talk
about him, because with Christine I avoid the
subject as much as possible; she is still so nervously
wrought up.

Juuie. It is consoling to talk of those who are
gone. I, too, am very glad to hear you speak of
Henri. That shows you how utterly detached from
the past I am.

JeANNE. I knew you were good.

JuLie. Were you happy?

JeaNNE. Very happy. At least, for a long time.
Then just the slightest cloud. I feel he is with me
still. Every moment when I look up I seem to

[25]



Act I A FALSE SAINT

see him standing before my eyes. When I open
the door to his office I look at once to his chair.
I will surely see him there! And I shouldn’t be
afraid at all! I think that a miracle may happen at
any moment. Sometimes at night I wake up with
a start, thinking I hear a knock on the door——

Juuie. Imagination!

JEANNE. Who knows? You must at least ad-
mit that souls live in close relation with each other,
in this life and in the next—I believe that firmly.

Jurie. Ibelieve that the dead do take some inter-
est in us—we who think of them. So, then, there
was no trouble, no friction, in your married life?

JEANNE. Practically none; or—yes, just a little.
What do you think caused it? You! Strange,
isn’t it, that I should be telling it to you, but am I
not giving you the greatest proof that I hold you far
above human passions and weaknesses? I think of
you now as a woman who never knew Henri.

Juuie. That’s right. Now, please tell me; all
those years in the convent have humbled my
spirit.

JEANNE. You can imagine that at one time the
vision of you came between Henri and me: it was
about the time of Christine’s First Communion—
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my husband did not seem natural—he was thinking
of you, I am positive.

JuLik [incredulously]. I have no belief in resus-
citated affection.
~ JeaNNE. Neither have I, because the truest
affection can never die out. You may know how
troubled I was: Henri grew more and more distant
every day, then all at once I suspected he was still
thinking of you, but I was not absolutely sure, be-
cause I knew he bitterly regretted having no son:
since my—accident—I could not hope for—another
child—

JuLie. Thanks to me!

JEANNE. But that is all over and forgotten.
Just see how I speak of it!

JuLie. But can I forget when I see the conse-
quences?

JEANNE. Don’t let it prey on your mind. If
there were consequences you have helped me to
forget them.

JuLie. Yes?

JeaNNE. So I ended by having an explanation
with Henri. I told him that something subcon-
scious, undefinable, yet real to me was giving me
great pain, and that I thought it was because
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he had no son. He was very gentle and said
that I was not responsible for an accident that—
that my slip into the ravine when I was walking with
you and the premature birth of the little one had
resulted in my being unable to bear any more chil-
dren. That made no difference in his attitude
toward me. Then I heard him add with a sigh,
“You ought to be very happy. If there is any pun-
ishment from Heaven, may it fall on me alone!”
I knew what he meant and I saw clearly that you
were standing between us, and at once I decided to
tell him everything. Was I not right? I had for-
given you the moment—that happened, but had I
the right to sacrifice my dignity as a wife—afterward?
No, I had not, had I?

JuLIE [coldly]. No, I do not blame you in the
least. What did Henri say?

JEANNE. Nothing—he was deeply agitated for
some days, then I felt that he was mine alone, and
my trouble left me.

‘JuLie [very pale and distant]. I am pleased that
our accounts are even!

JeanNE. Now I am glad I was so sincere with
you—this is my reward. This confession might
well have raised a barrier in a stronger breast than
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yours, but see—it has only brought us closer to-
gether. Cousin Noémie has told you, has she not,
how she makes fun of me at times because I admire
you so immensely? But I do admire you!

Juuie. That is very wrong of you, Jeanne:
I don’t deserve it. I have had a hard struggle for
a great many years, but I have not accomplished
much. I have not renounced much. Since you
are so frank, I’ll be frank in my turn. I see you are
ready to accept me as a friend, almost a sister. You
were about to propose to me, unless I am mistaken,
a friendship,one of those precious friendships founded
on mutual esteem and absolute confidence. Well,
that is out of the question. No matter what you
may think of my character, look facts in the face
and acknowledge that I am not easily adapted, that
I cannot be bent and moulded—I’m a recluse—I
am used to seeking within what others seek from
without. I’'m dried up—it’s incurable. You will
see a good deal of me; we may be daily companions;
but there is a line which we must draw.

JEANNE [miserably]l. Oh, Julie, you are very
cruel. Have I deserved this? So you say at once
that we may be daily companions, but you will not
allow us to be real friends for even an hour. I am
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terribly sorry—of course, I can’t force myself upon
you. I should have been very proud to call you
sister. I thought it a duty to make this offer which
you now refuse. The man who was the cause of
your life’s tragedy was my own, and it seems only
just that his wife should heal the wounds he inflicted.
Who better than you, Julie, can understand my
feelings? 1 tried to be worthy of him by trying with
all my power to resemble you a little.

JuLIE. Jeanne, you make me ashamed of my-
self, but remember, it is my duty to live the life of
a nun out here in the world as well as I can. My
existence has to be one apart. I do understand what
nobility of soul was required of you to make your
offer—I only wish I were big enough to accept it.
There, that is the extent of my splendid character
which you so admire, and that I find it so hard to
live up to.

JEANNE. At least—if you refuse me as a bosom
friend you will not do the same with my daughter?
At the convent you were adored by your pupils.
You will be good to Christine, won’t you?

JuLie. Do you ask me that? Me, who tried
to prevent her being born?

JEANNE. Why do you harp on that hideous
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memory of the past? Yes, I ask you—— Chris-
tine has been pressing me with all sorts of questions
about you. She has heard one or two pupils from
Sacré Coeur, girls who come here every fall, talk so
enthusiastically about you. You know, Christine
insisted on being the first to tell you of her father’s
death. She begged me to leave it to her—I couldn’t
understand why. She is ready to love you tenderly,
if you don’t repulse her. Her affection and sweet-
ness will, I know, be well worth cultivating.

Enter Notmie and CHRISTINE.

Nofmie. It’s charming outside. [To Juume.]
If you hadn’t just been travelling I should suggest
your coming out with us.

Junie. Thank you, Aunt, I'm rather tired.
Two hundred kilometers this morning is enough ex-
ertion for a person who hasn’t been beyond a visitors’
room for twenty years.

JeEANNE. We'll let her rest. Noémie, will you
walk home with me? It’s so sad going into the
house alone. [She looks wuncertainly at JuLIE.]
May this young lady keep you company for a little
while? As soon as you are tired of her, Barbe
can see her home. Can’t she, Noémie?

[81]
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Notmie. Yes, indeed.

Jurie. Then I'll keep her.

JEANNE [shaking hands with JuLiE]. Good-bye,
Julie.

Junie. Good-bye.

[NokMrE and JEANNE go out.

JULIE [going to CHRISTINE, taking the girl’s face and
turning it to the light, she gazes at her, a prey to deep
emotion]. How much she looks like her father!

CurisTINE. Did you know him well, Cousin?

Juuie. Very well, yes. He was a childhood friend.

CHRISTINE. So Mamma said. We often speak
of you.

Juuie. Bad things.

CHrisTINE. Oh, Cousin!

JuLie. Good, then?

CHrisTINE. Of course, Cousin.

Juuie. Did your father ever speak of me?

CHRISTINE [embarrassed]. I don’t remember very
clearly—I think not.

JuLIE. Then he didn’t listen when your mother
said nice things about me?

CerisTINE. Since Papa died, Mamma has been
telling me, in the evenings, about his youth; how
she met Papa, when he was living in Paris—— And
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one after the other, she told me about all their
friends—you especially—a clever woman, so intel-
ligent and so brave! If you had only heard!

JuLie. Oh, dear! But tell me one thing: if you
have begun to talk about me in that flattering way
only since your father’s death, how did the idea
occur to you to write me such a sweet letter?

CHRISTINE [troubled]. You were a relative, and
you had a right to know. Mamma was too broken
up. I had to think about all those things——

JuliE [looking fizedly at her]. Are you positive
she was so broken up that she forgot me?

CHRISTINE [blushing and turning her head away].
Perhaps not, but—

Juuie [taking her hand]. My child, there must
have been another reason for your sending the letter.
People don’t write the way you did to strangers.
There were words there that came straight from the
heart. I was deeply moved, and yet you scarcely
knew my name.

CHRISTINE [regaining her self-control]. Oh, I knew
it very well: Mademoiselle Dupré, who was three
years in your class, was always talking about you.
She never tired.

Juuie. Mademoiselle Dupré!

[83]
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CHrISTINE. Granddaughter of Monsieur Dupré,
the retired Inspector of Woods and Forests. Every
year she comes to visit her grandfather; we see a
great deal of her, and she says there is no one at
Sacré Coeur who can compare with you.

Juuie. Unfortunately, I have just proved how
far above me the sisters of Sacré Coeur are. Be-
ware of popularity! But I am very happy to
hear what a good opinion Mademoiselle Dupré has
of her old teacher—— Well, at least you did know
my name, Christine. I, too, thought a good deal
about you—away off there, I inquired about your
health; they used to say you were very delicate.
You don’t look it now.

CHRISTINE. I was—extremely delicate. When I
was a baby they thought I was not going to live—

June. Convulsions?

CerisTINE. No: an accident. The nurse dropped
me.

JuLie. Ah! They wrote me, too, that you were
very good and worked hard.

CHRISTINE. Who wrote that? Cousin Noémie?

JuLie. Oh, aren’t we inquisitive? Of course,
your studies would interest a school teacher. Your
mother taught you, didn’t she?
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CHRISTINE. Yes, she was the only one, except my
piano lessons. The organist at Saint-Martin taught
me. ' :

Juuie. Do you like music?

CerisTINE. I love it. '

Juuie. Good, we’ll play duets. Now that you're
grown up, your mother probably doesn’t teach you
any more, does she? How do you spend your time?

CHRISTINE. Oh, I never have any time on my
hands. I draw, then there’s my music—catechism
of perseverance, you see? A little embroidering,
clothes for the poor, and I keep the household
accounts. Then there’s the charity work, the
“Home”—I'm secretary of the Young People’s
Economic”——

Juuie. So you have no time to spare?

CHriSTINE. Never, especially as—it’s funny—
since I’m grown up—I used to find the days so long!
Now time simply flies.

Junie. Even when you have nothing to do?

CHRISTINE [laughing]. Even then.

Juuie. I don’t think that’s very hard to explain,
dear.

CHRISTINE [laughing nervously]. Really?

JuLie. When you have nothing to do, you dream,
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and that is your best occupation. You are blush-
ing, child! Of course, I don’t want to pry into
your secrets—— Let’s talk about something
else.
CHRISTINE. Claire Dupré told me that when
any one was talking with you you had a way of
" making her tell you everything, without trying—
she thinks you’re something of a sorceress. Now I
know you are. Yes, I have a great secret, Cousin;
Mamma knows it, but she’s the only one. You’ll
know it, too. I want you to be Mamma’s dearest
friend.

Juuie. I accept with all my heart. And I'm
terribly flattered by your confidence, which I’ve
done nothing to deserve.

CHRISTINE [smiling]. I have a great favor to ask
of Papa’s childhood friend: here’s the secret, then—
but don’t breathe a word of it to Cousin Noémie.

Juuie. Never worry about that.

CeHRISTINE. I'm engaged—he 1is Monsieur
Georges Piérrard, son of Judge Piérrard. Oh, of
course, you don’t know him—he’s only been here
fifteen years. Judge Piérrard lives in one of our
houses. We know him because—well, he’s a ten-
ant. Georges always used to play with me here,
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just the way you and Papa did [with a childlike
smile]. 1 was going to say—— There s a differ-
ence, though: I never wanted to enter Sacré Coeur !
He’s seven years older than I: he’s twenty-five.
Not so fearfully old, is lie, now? All the same he’s a
Doctor of Science, and an assistant in the Chemistry
Department at the Sorbonne. And this is the sad
part of it: he lives in Paris and cannot be married
before two or three years, when he’ll be head of the
laboratory. Just now he hardly makes a living,
and neither of us has enough to run a home. Sol
. see him only at vacation time. A year ago, during
vacation, he asked me to marry him. And do you
know, he’ll be a member of the Academy of Sciences
some day! That’s what the head master of the
lycée told Papa. He’s doing wonderful research
work on ethyl—ithol—whatever it is. Mamma saw
I was so happy, she didn’t see why she should object
—yet she said it wasn’t reasonable. The Judge, too,.
says his son isn’t quite settled and sure of himself,
but he consented all the same. He admires Georges
hugely, and why shouldn’t he? We haven’t told
a soul, because we don’t know when we can be
married—it’ll not be for a long time—but that
doesn’t prevent my being so happy! Georges is
[87]
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here, you will see him. There are eight days
more of Easter vacation, then he must go back to
Paris—

JULIE [ezcitedly]. Go back to Paris! Carry your
affection back there? The hope of a young life!
Oh, my child, Paris kills the souls we confide to it.
What temptations there are! How much happiness
I’ve seen destroyed in that city, while true and loyal
hearts waited in the country——

CHrisTINE. But when you know Georges——

JuLie. I know life. I’ll grant that your fiancé
is the soul of loyalty, but there are temptations and
opportunities there that you have no idea of. What
do you know of this young man’s life in Paris?
Does your mother know?

CHrisTINE. But we know him; he grew up here
with me. Papa loved him like a son——

Junie. And he lives in Paris nine months in the
year! His future, his relatives, his friends—every-
thing is there. Once a year he makes a pilgrimage
here, to smile once again at the scenes of his child-
hood—what man is so corrupt that he could not
do that? It’s the comedy of life. One becomes
good and honest and pious for a few days when he
bathes in the limpid spring of childhood, but with
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what feverish haste does he plunge once again into
the mire! Really, Christine, it’s not surprising
with your innocence—but your mother, it seems
strange!

CurisTINE. Mamma sees how I love Georges!
She is sure he loves me—that’s at least some guaran-
tee of happiness, isn’t it?

JuLie. Take my word for it: in Paris there are
temptations and there is corruption beyond what
you can imagine. Everything that comes from
there carries with it the germs of vice. It’s ac-
cepted as a matter of course that a man should have
three or four mistresses at the same time—here one
wedded wife is enough for a lifetime. Such mon-
strous things as that are quite beyond us——! You
don’t want your happiness ruined, I know; you
would despise yourself deep down in your heart. It
is better to dry up in a convent, believe me, and I
certainly have no special fondness for the life—I am
just leaving it—

CHRISTINE. Mamma spent all her youth in
Paris; surely it can’t be so bad as that! Ske doesn’t
seem to think as you do!

JuLie. There would be nothing surprising in
that—
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CHrisTINE. Well, what can I do? I could never
think of any one else but Georges for a husband.
But of course my conscience must be clear.

JuLie. What can you do? I'll think it

over.
CHRISTINE. Please do! Mamma and I and
every one here know you’re so wise and prudent,
and so good! Thank you for helping me! Only
please don’t wait too long before deciding.

Juuie. I know how impatient you are to know
whether he is as good and pure as you are. [There
i3 a pause, then suddenly JULIE claps CHRISTINE
to her breast and asks her with burning intensity.]
Christine, you often came here with your father—
in this garden where he and I played together as
children, in this house where we conversed together
as grown-ups—did he ever say anything to you
about his old playmate?

CHRISTINE [hesitating for a long while]. 1 am try-
ing to think.

Jouie ([excitedly]. No! Never!

Enter Nofmi, '

Nofmie [dressed in walking atiire]. Christine,
you have forgotten all about your piano lesson. I
[40]



A FALSE SAINT Act 1

left your mother trying to read the music of “Les
Noces de Jeannette” with Walther, who kept inter-
rupting himself to tell her about his quarrels
with the curé of Saint-Martin. Hurry up, now,
and run. I’ve told Barbe, and she is waiting for
you.

CHriSTINE [to Juwie]. I forget all about time
when I’'m with you! [Ske looks meaningly at JuLIE.]
Cousin, will you let me come to see you to-morrow?
[Ske offers her forehead to be kissed. JuLiE kisses
her. To Nofimie.] Good-bye, Cousin, I’m going.

[She goes out.

Notmiw [looking after CHRISTINE]. What——7?
It seems you’re great friends already. It didn’t take
you long to tame her!

JuLie [not hearing Nofmre—disiracted]. That’s
the last straw! Do you know, Aunt, what Jeanne
has just confessed to me? A nice welcome on my
return home! She told everything to her husband,
do you hear? And in the most horrible way!
Henri blamed his wife because she was unable to
give hiin a son. And she told him that it was my
fault. He died knowing that I had put a curse on
his family! That’s why he didn’t speak of me on
his deathbed! Mine was a hated, detested name!
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At the age of twenty I buried myself alive in
order that Henri should at least respect me, and
now——
[She goes out hurriedly, leaving NokMIE in a
state of bewilderment.]

Curiain
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ACT @1

The same scene. JULIE ts seated near the window,
hands limp, eyes staring into space. She is alone.
After a moment NofiMik appears.

NofMiE [looks at JULIE, then shakes her head sor-
rowfully]. Always depressed?

JuLie. I? No more than usual. I was think-
ing about a young sister we lost this winter. She
was scarcely twenty-three. What a face she had!
What large eyes, so full of resignation! She was
dying of consumption, and she did not utter a single
word of complaint. Her parents lived in the town
and saw her sinking day by day. Her mother said,
“If she could only be with us for a little while before
she died! If I could only have her with me for the
last days——! And, who knows? She’s choking,
maybe, in that infirmary! With plenty of fresh
air, perhaps, she might live longer!” It would have
been splendid, only a sister belongs to God so long
as she lives. Who could ask to have a nun die
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outside the convent? But she was our spoiled child
and we were sorry for her mother. So we formed
a little conspiracy—we wanted to give our friend the
happiness of being for the last time at home, and
saying good-bye to her childhood. We explained
everything to the doctor: he understood, and said
that a carriage ride was absolutely necessary for her.
The mother superior smiled—she greatly regretted
that the convent was so poor that they could not
afford to pay for a carriage—a nun taking a ride!
But if Madame la comtesse would be good enough
to loan her landau—you can imagine how willingly
the poor woman loaned it! And then the mother
superior continued, with her smile: “Your daughter
must not, however, leave the carriage, except in
case of accident. It is against the rules. She
understands that she is a nun until the moment she
leaves the carriage. With that understood, you
may drive her about the chiteau—if you open the
windows she will see the home where she grew up.”

The mother was very grateful and thanked the
mother superior. Then they took the drive. Mother
and daughter were together in the carriage. They
went to the park, the chiteau—it was terribly hard
to have her daughter with her an hour and not give
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her even a glass of water in the house where she was
born. The mother couldn’t stand it. She had
told the coachman beforehand to let one of the
wheels come off just as he was turning a sharp corner
near the chiteau. Then the carriage was to be
dragged slowly toward the forbidden door. It was
a matter of main force. The mother shrieked, pulled
the daughter with her, then she ran indoors. When
our little invalid came back that evening she was for
the first time worn out and discouraged. Next
day she said to me: “The drive wasn’t good for me,
I shan’t go out again. Poor mother! I’m so grate-
ful to her. She thought she was doing me so much
good—but nothing of the sort! My return to those
who are so attached to life reminds me of the time
when I was still uncertain of myself—it’s all bad—
I had to pray all night in order to have peace the
next morning. Here we live on the top of a mountain,
from which we spring, as it were, up toward God.
I shall stay here till the end comes, with my eyes
raised to Heaven. If people do pity me, let them
leave me alone. Explain this to my mother——"
Aunt, our little friend was right: a nun must not
look on the world again after having for so long con-
templated Heaven.
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Nofimie. I can easily see that you are not happy
here.

JuLiE. You might as well say “unhappy.”

Noftmie. I see that and I am surprised. Of
course, you have nothing to make life very attractive
for you, but you really oughtn’t to magnify the bad.
You’ve been received everywhere with open arms.
When you attended the “Enfants de Marie” it was
a real triumph—and then you, the daughter of a
president of the society! How proud I am just to
be her sister! [JuLIE shrugs her shoulders.] Smile
once!

JuLe. It’seasy toask.

Nofmie. You’ve been cruelly disappointed:
Jeanne didn’t keep the secret she promised she
would keep, and you therefore jumped to the con-
clusion that Henri died cursing you, and that thought
maddens you. But I tell you, you have no -proof
of that. Every time I saw him he bitterly re-
proached himself and said he had forgiven you.

JuLIE [bitterly]. Doubtless you think Jeanne did
precisely the right thing in betraying me?

Nofimie. The right thing? Well, she thought it
her duty.

JuLie. As you did in preventing the slightest
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sign or word of his affection to reach me. It would
have been such a consolation!

Nofmie. But think, I couldn’t write things like
that—it’s against all the rules there.

Jurie. What is sweet and consoling is never al-
lowed me.

Nofimie. You are unjust, Julie; you’ll admit that
later on.

Juuie. My burden in life is unjust.

Noftmie. It’s natural for you to be sad, but try
to control yourself a little better.

JuLie. Thanks for the advice. At every step I
encounter the man who is dead. He rises before
me, begging or threatening, all day long, and you
say, “Control yourself!” I'm a prey to memories
and impressions I thought dead years ago. [Going
to the window.] This garden, for instance—there is
not a corner, not a tree, not a lilac-bloom that doesn’t
evoke some memory. There is where he spoke so
tenderly to me before he went away to Paris. And
there he walked past some months later bringing
Jeanne, on his honeymoon. Ah, that humble smile
on his face when he introduced her to me! That
was there—near the hencoop—look! You can see
it now. He’s everywhere, and I am nearly mad.
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And in his house—I can’t stand it! Why, I, a nun,
with a pure mind, I who shrink in agony from some
thoughts—oh, when Jeanne took me into the room
where he died, while I was praying by the bed, I
heard their kisses, floating in the air, mingled with
his last breath. Oh, what ridiculous agonizing
scenes have occurred! Once when Jeanne and I
were going through the house, conversing together
in whispers, we came to the spot where I pressed his
hand for the last time I ever saw him. My eyes
were fixed on a certain point in the corner of the
room—I saw him—there! Jeanne saw the look on
my face, and instead of being shocked she burst into
tears and said, “You are like me; I cannot get over
it!” What has that woman in her veins? I could
have strangled her!

Nofimie. How could she be jealous? Can she
imagine that after eighteen years you are still able
to feel the sting of your betrayed love in all its in-
tensity?

Junie. Oh, you don’t want to understand, any
of you! At the convent our emotions are shut up
with our bodies, and when we return, after spending
years there, those pent-up emotions come back to
us with the same fury. Don’t prisoners return from
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jail after fifty years wearing the same clothes they
did when they committed the crime? You, out here,
disperse, use up your affections; ours eat inward and
torture us. What you forget we enlarge upon—
you smile over your former sorrows, we eat our
hearts out.

Noimie. Why did you come back? It was foolish.

Julie. How do I know? I was disciplined—
my imagination was held in check: I had to give
account of every thought—I thought I was cured,
that the past was dead. I flattered myself by
thinking I had at last, and at what a price! achieved
forgetfulness, that I would never again be troubled.
I left, and now you see?

Nofmie. But if you went back, dear? Yes, I
am speaking to the dear little niece I used to have,
to the little girl I loved to press to my breast—it
seems only a few days ago. Here you are suffering
martyrdom. Only at the convent can you have
that numb forgetfulness you are already beginning
to regret.

JuLiE [terror-stricken]. Go back to the convent!
With what I think—all my imagination—now that
I have let down, I cannot submit to all that again; it
makes me dizzy to think of it.
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Noftmie [to BARBE, who enters]. What is it,
Barbe?

BarBe. The mail. [BARBE gives NofMIE a num-
ber of letters and goes out. NofMi® raises her head
as if to resume the conversation, JULIE reaches for
the letters and asks eagerly.)

Junie. Nothing for me? Tell me.

NofMie [reading the addresses and separating
the letters]. “Madame Renaudin—for your mother.
“Mademoiselle Noémie Dulac”—for me. Ah!
“Madame Julie Renaudin”—for you! Another
for your mother—for me—and the last: another
for you. [She gives the two letters to JULIE, separating
her letters from those of her sister.]

Juuik [looking at the envelopes]. From the mother
superior—an excellent woman—takes a great in-
terest in me. She strives for perfection. Yes, I
tried hard to bear my cross. What an abyss be-
tween us—and this one—{tearing the letter open]—
from a former pupil. Do you mind if I read it,
Aunt?

[Both women open their letters. Nofmie has
Just finished reading hers when she looks at
JuLie, who i3 reading her letter from the
pupil.]
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Nofaie. Caught in the act! And you say your
pupils are ungrateful! How unjust! You told us
only the other day that you slaved for your pupils,
that when they just begin to have some affection
for you their parents take them away, and they
never think of you agam. Yet here you are, de-
vouring the letter of one of those pupils. She at
least knows you are living.

JuLie. And she doesn’t know it by her own ef-
fort. I asked her for information, and she answers
my request. A very nice letter, I must confess.
[Pause.] Do you believe, Aunt Noémie, that my
evil nature, the one that prompted me to commit a
crime, is forever dead?

Nofimie. What a question, my dear child!

Juuie. But I imagine it would not be difficult
to find an opportunity of doing evil?

Nofmie. To whom could you do evil?

Juuie. Oh, no one—but if I simply let myself
drift—Jeanne, for instance?

Noemie. Jeanne? How terribly ungrateful!

Juuze. One moment: I doubt that. In what
way is she generous to me? What now have I to
‘thank her for? Because she was a coward, because
she behaved like a victim and made Henri hate me?
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Henri had simply pitied me before that—— I didn’t
expect her attack—here! Yes, people can take re-
venge on the dead, for I was buried alive. They
can do it without being punished. Such victims
return nowadays as they did in olden times—did she
never think of that? If I were one of those!

Nofme. This is frightful!

Juue. To say, perhaps; but easy to do.

Nofaie. Julie, you are entirely mistaken: her
sorrow over Henri’s death is so great that no revenge
you could think of could possibly affect her.

JuLie. Don’t be too sure—think, her daughter!
If I struck Christine, wouldn’t Jeanne feel the
blow?

Nofaie. This is revolting—stop it! I know you
are merely stubborn, but there always remains some
foundation of fact in your mad ideas, even in the
worst.

Juue. I tell you I am serious about Jeanne. I
am not the woman to forgive her. I’ll never do it!
Take revenge? No, I don’t intend to do that, but
I warn her, she had better be careful. The next
time she tells me something of the sort she did the
other day—well, I won’t be responsible for what I
do. Take that as gospel truth. [Flourishing the
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letter.] 1 have a poisoned weapon here—I have only
to—

Noftme. That letter?

JuLie. This—or something else. I can always
find a means of doing what I want. To try for
eighteen years, and then find myself with the same
instincts and going in the same direction—that’s
encouraging! ‘

Nofmie. Julie, you terrify me. After what I
have heard you say I think I had better look after
you—- :

Junie. Don’t worry. I only wanted to impress
on you that she doesn’t deserve any great credit for
living for years according to the will of God.

Nofimie. Your humility, Julie, does not look
very much like a virtue. [Listening.] Isn’t that
Christine’s voice?

JuLie. Probably: she promised to come.

Noftmie. And she does come every day. You
are always together. How her eyes glisten when she
is with you! You are a religion to her—and you, too
—1I can see that her friendship is something to you.

JuLie. She would be my one chance for salva-
tion, if I didn’t have to divide her affection with her
motbher.

[85]



At 11 A FALSE SAINT

Nofmre. We'll talk of this again. I must bring
you around at any cost. -

Enter CHRISTINE.

CHRISTINE [kissing JUuLiE and Nofane]. How
are you? Cousin Noémie, good morning. Cousin
Julie—— [She takes off her hat and throws it on a
chair.)

Nofmie. Didn’t your mother bring you?

CHRISTINE. No, it was the maid: Mamma'’s not
feeling well.

Nofmie. I'll go and see her shortly.

CHRISTINE. She wants to see you. You may
take me at the same time.

Noftmie. Good!

[Enter MaApAME RENAUDIN. She wears a
large straw hat with a green veil. Her dress
18 a pale violet. She has on an apron. A
pair of scissors hangs from her belt by a string.
She presses to her bosom a bunch of lilacs.
BARBE follows her, carrying flowers of various
sorts in a basket.]

MapaMe RENAUDIN. Ah, there’s Christine.
CarisTINBE. How are you, Cousin Renaudin?
[56]
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MapamMeE RENAUDIN [to BARBE]. Barbe, take
the flowers to the dining-room. I’ll come in a min-
ute. [BARBE goes out, comes back a moment later
without the basket, relieves MADAME RENAUDIN of her
lilacs and takes them out.] Our curé will be charmed.
[She takes off her glasses.] What bright sunlight!
I'm nearly blinded, even with my glasses and veil |
I tell you, it’s been quite a little work arranging a
place for him to rest. How hot I am! There’s not
a breath of air. [She wipes her forchead with a
handkerchief.] You're nice ones to allow an old
woman to wear herself out like this! [Sarcastically.]
Lovely in the shade, isn’t it?

Nofmie. The postman came just as we were
going to help you. Here are some letters for
you.

Mapame RENAUDIN (taking the letters and looking
at the envelopes]. From Pére Picard—that’s his
writing. We’ll see now whether he’s going to
- preach. [She tears open the envelope.  After reading.]
Yes, he’s coming. What splendid news! Go and
make the bouquets, now, and I'll give you some
lemonade. I’'m dying of thirst.

CHrIsTINE. We’ll come in five minutes, Cousin.

Mapame RENAUDIN. Prefer to gossip with
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Julie, don’t you, instead of working for the “Holy
Sacrement?”

CHrISTINE. Only a minute, Cousin, dear.

MapaME RENAUDIN [going to the door]. Come,
Noémie, I'll wager we’ll be done before they come.

CHrisTINE. Then we don’t get our lemonade.

MapaME RENAUDIN [going out with Nokmik].
You won’t, never fear.

CHRISTINE [going to JuLiE]. At last! I thought
they’d never go. Dear Julie—since you want me to
call you by your first name—I simply can’t do
without our long talks. There are things I can’t
say to any one else. Your experience with girls is
so wide that you understood me at once; and what
is more, made me understand myself. There is no
use arguing about what I feel for Georges, but I have
quite decided to do nothing that would be harmful
for my soul. It needed your support to bring me to
that point. I really think more highly of myself
since we've been friends—isn’t that a sign I should
blindly follow your advice?

Juuie. But you mustn’t allow our confidence to
interfere with your mother’s authority.

CHrISTINE. ] love Mamma deeply, but some-
how it’s not the same. I feel she is looking after
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my material welfare, while you—you’re interested
in my soul, in my salvation. Can I hesitate between
the two? If the worst comes to the worst, you'll
help me.

Junie. I hope that will not be necessary.

CHRISTINE. And so do I. Oh, and let me tell
you—yesterday I saw Georges just for a second
alone—I made him promise to come and see you.
He’ll probably be here to-day. He didn’t seem
to want to come, but I made him promise. I must
know what you think of him.

Juuie. I shall give you my candid opinion.

CurisTINE. How can I ever thank you? If—
I wonder if what I found yesterday would interest
you? It’s not so very much, I only want to let you
see how much I appreciate all you are doing for me.
You know, they’ve emptied the fountain to clean it,
the fountain in front of the house where those red
fish are?

Juuie. I remember—we used to feed them bread
crumbs when we were children.

CHRISTINE. While the workmen were at lunch I
was wandering about, and I happened to notice
something sticking out of one of the spouts; it looked
like gold. I got on a raft and fished for it. It was
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a miniature painted on wood—framed—the face
looked like yours so far as I could see. The water,
though, had washed most of the paint off.

JuLie. What did you do with it?

‘CuristiNe. Here it is. [She takes from her
pocket something wrapped in white paper, and gives
#t to JULIE.]

JuLie [after undoing the package and looking at its
contents—coldly]. This was once a portrait of me.

CeRISTINE. I thought so. Isn’t there some
writing on the back? [She takes the picture.] Here,
let me clean off the mud. [She takes out her hand-
kerchief, moistens a corner of it with her tongue, and
rubs the reverse side of the miniature.] No, it’s all
rubbed off—wait, isn’t that the word “Henri?”
Look, there!

Jouik [affecting great calm]. “Henri”—yes—
Henri Laval, your father. I remember, I gave it to
him and wrote some sentiment or other on the back
—nothing in particular. .

CarisTINE. How did it happen to fall into the
fountain?

JuLik [softly]. Perhaps the paint wore off—the
colors they sell nowadays are so poor!

CHrISTINE. Oh, don’t bother about it. I was

[60]



A FALSE SAINT Act 11

very shocked to see that your picture had been
thrown into the water like a dead cat.

Juuie [smiling]. Profanation, wasn’t it? Have
you shown the ruin to your mother?

CurisTINE. No, she is still so sad; it might only
awaken old memories.

Jurie. That was wise. May I keep it?

CeHRISTINE. Not much of a present.

JuLie. It has its value. [She looks for a long
while at the picture.]

CHRISTINE [walching her]. Julie, you’re no better
than Mamma when it comes to memories of the past.

JuLiE [quickly raising her head). 1?

CerisTINE. Of course, I'm very young, but you
ought to confide in me, just as I do in you. I see
your hands are trembling, and—you’re crying.
Dear Julie, it was wrong of me to bring that to
you.

JuLie. No, no, I thank you for doing it. It was
only thoughts of very long ago that made me cry—
it’s all over now, see?

CHRISTINE. So you went to Sacré Coeur because
you suffered some great disappointment?

Juuie. The Lord did not give me a vocation:
it was only by dint of hard effort that I went and
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stayed there. This portrait dates from the same
time: that is all.

CHRISTINE. Some one you loved disappointed
you?

Juuie. 1can’t answer.

CHRISTINE. Please believe me: I'm not merely
inquisitive. Please let’s not have any secrets from
each other, Julie. See, I've given you an example.

JuLie. My past is a closed book to everybody.
I hardly dare open it to myself.

CurisTINE [playfully]l. So you refuse? Oh,
please, let’s not have our friendship——

Juuie [brusquely]. You have given me a proof
that deserves a very different sort of reward!

CHrisTINE. What?

Jurie. Not an hour ago I was alone in this room,
struggling against certain memories connected with
this picture. I was trying to free myself, but I
didn’t have very great hopes, for this whole town
is full of sad visions that peer at me around every
street corner. I was thinking that any chance, a
stray allusion, perhaps, might so arouse me that I
should lose my head and do something I couldn’t be
held responsible for. I might seize on the first thing
I saw and break it——
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CHRISTINE. I'm terribly sorry. I was wrong to
msist, I know——

Juue (darkly]l. Very wrong. [With a strange
smile] If I had lost my head then, as I feared I
might, you would have been my victim—I should
have crushed you!

CHRISTINE [clinging to JULIE in a tight embrace].
I’'m not afraid of that!

JULIE [menacingly]l. Because you think I am
good—don’t cling to that old idea that suffering
cleanses the soul! [Smiling again.] 1 was going
to give you some bad news, but now I scarcely dare.
If I wound you, you will think I am taking revenge!

CHRISTINE. Julie, how can you think that of me?
And you talk so strangely!

JuuiE [brutally]. Christine, the happiness you are
looking forward to appears to me in grave danger.
If you are not strong enough to hear what I have to
say, tell me so. There is, I can tell you, nothing ab-
solutely tragic. Most young ladies “of the world”
would only smile at the idea. But from what I
know of you, you are too noble-minded, too proud, to
suffer a certain kind of shame, and I feel you are
now approaching your Calvary.

CHrisTINE. What is it?
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Jorie. I have taken it upon myself to do what
your mother has neglected to do: get information
about your fiancé. A former pupil of mine, Louise
Darcier, is the daughter of a professor in the Collége
de France. She therefore moves in university
circles. I wrote her; she is the best-informed person
on the subject. She is acquainted with Monsieur
Georges Piérrard and knows all about his life in
Paris. Here is her answer: [Reading.] “I see Mon-
sieur Georges Piérrard often at my father’s home.
Monsieur Piérrard is a charming man; he has a fu-
ture. The woman who marries him ought certainly
to be happy. But you insist on knowing about his
private life. You say that your cousin belongs to a
very pious family, with strict principles. Well,
Madame, Monsieur Piérrard certainly ‘amuses him-
self’ here; every young man of his sort, in Paris, or
in the provinces, I imagine, does the same. These
things are not considered in so serious a light out in
the world as they are at Sacré Coeur. What would
become of us if they were? If a young girl finds her
fiancé intelligent, energetic, and well educated, she
should consider herself very fortunate. She sup-
plies the rest. In these days it would be childish
to ask for more.”—And that from an honorable
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woman! My dear child, this letter contains pre-
cious information—even if it is disheartening. But
I’ll finish. You will hear some fearful things, that
will make you blush for mankind, and wonder how
it can stray so far from God! [She resumes her
reading.] “Just now I do not believe that Mon-
sieur Piérrard has what may be called an ‘affair.’
He is not talked about, and a young man who is not
talked about is good. A few years ago his comrades
used to joke with him about his fidelity to a certain
actress at the Odéon. But I am told on good author-
ity that that affair is over. In short, he is a serious,
highly esteemed, very well-behaved young man, of
whom I am very happy to have no evil to report.”
Consecrate your life to making mothers for the race,
and turn out a doll like that!

CHRISTINE [very pale]. I know what you would
do in my place. If I only dared to—— You can
do me a great service.

Juuie. Anything you like, dear.

CHRISTINE. Speak to him for me. I am brave,
but if he began to implore me, I think I'd forget
myself. Please be careful at first; don’t appear ta
believe. Let him have every chance to defend him-
self. Just because people do talk so much scandal,
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he should be considered innocent until he is proved
guilty. Tell Georges that certain stories are told
about him—ask him whether there’s any founda-
tion? Then, if he doesn’t deny——

JuLie. He will confess everything—and laugh
about it, too. In his opinion those little escapades
don’t really count. You have just heard what
Madame Darcier thinks; these people have no moral
sense.

BARBE ushers GEORGES info the room and goes oul.

GEORGES [bowing to JuLie]. My lucky star brings
me—Christine asked me to come to see you: her
best friend, Madame. Here she is, ready to intro-
duce me—— [He looks at the two women, surprised
at their coldness.] 1 beg your pardon—Christine,
help me—have I made a mistake? Have I not the
honor of speaking to Madame Julie Renaudin?

CHrisTINE. Georges, I'm going to leave you
with her. Answer her questions truthfully—please!

GeorGeEs. I'm not in the habit of lying. Fur-
thermore, I have nothing to conceal. Good heavens,
how pale you are! What a face! What is the
trouble?

CHrisTINE. Don’t force me to tell you: Julie
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will explain it all. Just remember one thing: in
my opinion, which is doubtless very old-fashioned,
the husband and the wife should help one another
to grow better. That is my idea of a real Christian
marriage! I shall marry only a man whom I am

sure will better me spiritually.
GEORGES. Splendid. I quite agree with
you.

CHRISTINE [bursting into tears]. You think it’s
stupid! And my scruples—the actresses at the
Odéon have made you think them——!

GEORGES [looking fizedly at Jurig]. My dear
Christine! I see the reason now, why——

CHRISTINE [sobbing in JULIE’S arms]. You see!
It’s true! You’ve deceived me!

GeorGEs. Did I ever pose as a saint?

CHrISTINE. I can’t stand it! Julie, I’'m going
to your room. Explain to him what I am—he has
noidea! [She goes out.

{GeEORGES. Explain what she is? That’s not
hard to see: she’s crazy.

Jurie. This is no time for joking, Monsieur.

GEORGEs. I am in no mood for joking, believe
me. I say she is crazy because I believe it.

Junie. Then craziness is, according to you, be-
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lieving that marriage is the union of two beings as-
piring to perfection?

Georges. How do you make out that I said
that? Christine has been made to believe that I
am a little weak, as all humanity is weak, and that
that is something monstrous. The poor child is
very deeply shocked, and believes I am unworthy
of her love. That is where I find her illogical. If
I were perfect beforechand, then marriage could not
improve me. So her object would be defeated at
the very beginning. Then I alone could do my
duty as a member of that union in making her better.

Juuie. Go on! Make fun of her! “Make her
better!” She’s an angel.

Georges. That is where she is to blame. She
would do much better to cease being an angel and
become a woman. Do you know what Pascal said
about that?

Junie. “He who is an angel is a fool.” Pascal
would not have said it if he had imagined that it
would be used in blaming those who rise above ordi-
nary human cowardice.

GeorGEs. Well, in what am I to blame? I must
confess I have been told something already, but
still I have a right to hear a definite accusation.
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JuLie. Is it true that you have had relations
with——? .

Georges. Oh, dear, we’re not in a convent.
You ask me whether it’s true that I have had mis-
tresses? Yes, Madame, several. Christine spoke
something about actresses at the Odéon. I was
Rose Chalmin’s lover. What of it? What the
devil ! Even if you have only returned from
Sacré Coeur, you must have some notion of life—your
former pupils write to you—and do you imagine
for an instant that there is a single man—unless
he’s not well—who, when he marries, is all you
blame me for not being? I'd be a phenomenon.
And keep this in mind: I’m considered a virtuous
and straight young man. As a good student, as
assistant in the laboratory, with my pupils—I have
pupils, and you are speaking with a colleague—
I have been much more occupied with my work than
with women. They have taken only a few hours
of recreation from time to time. Is that anything
so tragic?

Juue. There is no use, Monsieur, wasting our
precious time trying to prove that a man who can tell
good from evil is a phenomenon. It is clear that
you are not one. From the information I have re-
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ceived I am left in no doubt. Christine refuses to
enter into a union which would be detrimental to
her spiritual well-being. No matter how deeply
grieved she may be, she would never hesitate before
her duty—she asked me to say that to you.

GEeORGES. So it’s all over? But I shan’t take
your word for it. ‘Let Christine tell me in the pres-
ence of her mother, and then I shall leave. I shan’t
be very happy over it, because I love her deeply.
Ishan’t even say that I never loved any one but her,
but I can say that I have never loved a woman as I
do Christine. I don’t know a finer character nor a
purer heart. You know that very well—you who
are trying to separate us—I don’t know why. I
know you haven’t appealed to her pride or her sel-
fishness, or made her jealous—you must have per-
suaded her that I was a bad influence for her soul.
Her mistake is touching: she runs from me as people
run from some horrible plague.

JULIE [sarcastically]. Precisely.

Georges. How you despise me! You don’t
think I’m as simple as all that! Do I try to defend
myself, or tell you that I believe Christine has a
thousand chances of finding a less devoted, a less
serious husband than I? At bottom you agree with
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me: you have decided to dry up the soul of that
girl. Why? I think I begin to understand: it
looks as if the blossoming of her young heart makes
you writhe with envy and jealousy. You want to
make her a partner in your own disillusions. When
you are through with her and have bent her char-
acter to suit you, you will find in her a companion
with whom you can mock at those who are happy in
their love. It looks, too, as if you were taking re-
venge on Christine—I wonder why?

JuLe [agitatedly, interrupting him with affected
calm]. 1 am waiting until you stop insulting my
affection for Christine. You are utterly incapable
of understanding the agonies which a pure girl must
undergo; you credit me with a power over her which
I might use if there were any need; but there is none.
Christine is the one who wishes to break off the en-
gagement—I have intervened only to spare her a
painful scene.

GEORGES. I'll see her mother. I'm wasting my
time here.

Junie. See Madame Laval; it is your right. I
am sure of Christine.

GEORGEs. Sure that she will take your advice
rather than her mother’s? Splendid, indeed! My
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ally is a woman of the home, who has loved her hus-
band and been loved by him, who is now loved by
every one. She is the best to consult on a family
matter. The woman I am now struggling with was
never able to give herself up wholly to God nor to man
—she is a wanderer between Heaven and earth, she
is trying to take from others the peace she was never
able to attain for herself! [He stops short, fearing
ke has gone too far; then he quickly goes out.]

Jurie. So I am that! [She hides her face in her
hands, sobbing. A few momenis later, enter CHRISTINE,
unseen by JuLie. She appears to understand what
18 troubling JULIE; then runs and embraces her.)

CHrisTINE. It’s over, then? I’'m all alone—
alone, like you? I saw him leave when I was in
your room. He crossed the garden, he was talking
to himself and gesticulating like a nadman. I was
going to call him back, he made me feel so sorry for
him! Ol, I know, if I'd been left alone with him,
I should never have had the courage to hold out,
and you—what it must have cost you! But now
—here, you’re beginning to cry again! Dear, don’t
worry about me.

JuLie. We can always find good reason for tor-
‘menting ourselves in this miserable life.
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CarisTINE. Did you find out something else?
Something worse?

Junie. Nothing that concerns you. I feel sen-
sations of things that happened long ago. Please
don’t ask me! Monsieur Piérrard is going to speak
to your mother: he will leave the matter in her
hands.

CHRISTINE. But Mamma will let me decide. I
am not bothering about that—I am afraid of only
one thing: she will probably feel hurt that I have de-
cided to take so important a step without consulting
her. Poor Mamma! But I’ve always tried to spare
her in that way. So Georges really was—that? Did
he say he was sorry or anything?

Juwie. He expressed absolutely no regret at
what he had done; only, I must say, at losing you.
He blamed me severely for inducing you to take so
serious a step.

CHRISTINE [taking JuLie’s hand]. Dear Julie!

JuLie. His unhappiness was driving him to
despair.

CerisTINE. How could he blame you? Aren’t
my reasons plain enough?

Juuie. My child, they are, for those of us who
have faith.
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Enter NofMie with her hat on.

Nofimie. What are you thinking of? To leave
us alone to make the bouquets for the “Féte-Dieu!”
Mamma is very angry.

CerisTINE. T’ll run.

Nofimie. It’s high time. Here I am ready to
take you to your mother’s; I can’t later on. If you
want me to take you, make up your mind at once.

CHriSTINE. Wait just a second: I can’t go
without saying good-bye to Cousin Renaudin.

Nofmie. Come back quickly. [CHRISTINE goes
out] What’s happening? She’s been crying, and
your eyes, too——

Juuie. I wasn’t tactful. It was only a trifle;
I must have said something I shouldn’t have. The
idea that I was not quite happy disturbed her, dear
child.

Nofomie. She has a sweet disposition. But,
really, when you are with her you ought to be very
careful. You mustn’t allow your intimacy to have
a bad effect on the child; it will, if she once finds out
about your trouble. She oughtn’t to know such
things at her age. Then, there are a great many
family reasons.
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Enter MapaMeE RENAUDIN, shaking her finger at
Junie. She s followed by CHRISTINE.

Mapame RENAUDIN. T’ll tell Monsieur le curé
that your coming back has deprived the procession
of one worker.

CHRISTINE [with meaning]. The good Lord won’t
feel the loss!

Noimie [laughing]l. He wouldn’t make a very
brilliant affair of you at your age!

CHRISTINE [mysteriously]. Don’t be too sure!
[She kisses MADAME RENAUDIN, then she and JULIE
kiss and embrace in silence.]

MapAaME RENAUDIN [to CHRISTINE, who 18 leav-
ing]. Tell your mother I shall come to see her to-
IMOrrow.

[Noftmie and CHRISTINE go out.

MapamMeE RENAUDIN [looking after CHRISTINE and
Noimie]. That child doesn’t look well—hasn’t for
the last few days—you oughtn’t to talk so much to
her. With her disposition, she oughtn’t to have
too many new ideas. I don’t like to see you eter-
nally with her—that’s why I scolded about the bou-
quets. If you’d only played shuttlecock on the
lawn, I'd not object, but when you have these long
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conferences, well, I'm sorry she didn’t spend her
time just now with the flowers instead of getting
all excited with you.

JuLie. Oh, excited!

Mapame ReENauDIN. Yes, excited. You don’t
notice it. She seems very quiet—yes. But she’s
a very excitable little child. Didn’t you hear what
she said? “The good Lord won’t feel the loss,”
and “Don’t be too sure?”” You’d be only too glad
to have her take your place at the convent.

Junie. Well, what if she did?

Mapame Renavpiv. You found it just the
thing for you, didn’t you?

Juuie. I had no vocation. A great many others
have, though.

Mapame RENAUDIN. But think of her mother left
all alone! It would be a terrible pity. She simply
can’t stand being alone: it would be the end of her.

JULIE [rising, with flashing eyes—in an undertone].
What a splendid idea!

Curtain
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ACT IIX

The same scene. JULIE 13 discovered alome, knitting.
JEANNE enters a moment later.

JeEaNNE. How are you, Julie? Oh, you’re
alone!

Junie. I'm looking after the house. My mother
and sister have gone to the farm, “Belle Fontaine,”
to see about some repair work.

JEANNE. Good—we shan’t be interrupted, then.

Jurie. Where is Christine?

JEANNE. In the garden. I told her to wait for
us a moment. She is the one——

Juuie. Very well. Monsieur Piérrard saw
you—

JEANNE. Yesterday. Well, I must confess, my
heart wasn’t set on that marriage. There was no
money in it—on either side. I suppose, though, that
Georges has a future before him! But promotion
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comes so slowly! Yes, I did have some hopes of
him. And now the engagement is broken, I see
how much I counted on having him for a son-in-
law! And he loves Christine so, poor boy! I felt so
sorry I couldn’t give him the least hope! Yet,
even if my intentions were good, it is quite out of the
question: Christine is so sure of herself. This has
all happened so suddenly, and the reasons she gives
are so insufficient, especially as she’s so serious and
well balanced. She’s not at all impulsive. I can’t
imagine what’s the matter with her. There are
times when I think she wants to—to become a nun.
Then I’'m almost crazed with the thought. It
often happens that way with young girls who are
religiously inclined. Christine is sulky and thought-
ful, and sometimes looks so terrified! If she had
her way she’d never leave the church where she
goes to pray now. A few words she let fall, and
these symptoms, are worrying me. I feel that some-
thing terrible is going to happen.

Juuie. What do you mean by that?

JEaANNE. Has she said anything to you about
wanting to become a nun?

Juuik [with a bitter smile]. 1Is that the something
terrible?
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JEANNE. My only child! She’s the only thing
that remains of my happiness.

Juuie. No, she said nothing in particular.

JEANNE. Do you think it possible, though———?

Juuie. Even probable.

JEANNE [clasping her hands]. Oh, Julie, give her
back to me!

Junie. What can I do? It rests between Chris-
tine and God.

JEaNNE. But you are between them.

Juuie. Evidently you accept Piérrard’s version?

JEANNE. Listen to me, Julie: I haven’t come to
blame you, I am speaking as a friend. We both
have Christine’s good at heart. I am rather sur-
prised that with all your experience as a teacher
you haven’t noticed what a tremendous influence
you have on Christine in everything she does. It’s
almost a monomania with her, doing everything
you want her to do. She never decides anything
without wondering “What would Julie think of it?”’
As a matter of fact, you have not been a good influ-
ence on her. I am sure Christine is wrong in think-
ing that you refuse to forgive the most trifling sins,
and that you look down on our humble, struggling
lives. She, too, is forever looking on the moral

[81]



Aot I11 A FALSE SAINT

side of things, always seeking the why and where-
fore. She’s not satisfied with anything. I’ve seen
her character change from day to day since you
have known her. She was so bright and cheerful
before. You came, and good-bye to her light-
heartedness, her frankness, her confidence in me!
You have no idea what we were to each other.
Never before in her life did she hide a single thought
or action from me, and here she is about to take the
gravest step possible: send away the man she was
to marry, without even saying a word to me. I can
hardly recognize her now; can’t you see how pale and
thin she is getting? How fresh and delightful she
looked a month ago! Now, at eighteen, she looks
like one of those girls of twenty-two or -three, worn
out and dried up, waiting for a husband. And I
brought her to you. Wasn’t it an act of affection
on my part? You and I could not become deeply
attached; there was something unforgettable be-
tween us; yet I pitied you, you were so alone!
Then I thought of giving you my daughter for a
friend—a ray of sunshine for you—don’t put out
that ray! I must have it or I can’t Live!

Juum [dryly]. Very sorry, but I cannot do any-

thing.
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JEANNE. Have pity, Julie! You have so much
influence. Don’t use it to destroy her happiness
and mine.

JunLie. I’m not so sure just where hers lies.

JEANNE. You mean that she has a vocation?
If she has, then I have only myself to pity. But
you should have heard her only a few weeks ago;
how happy she was over her engagement! It was
so sweet! I tell you, she never thought of a convent.
A vocation doesn’t make itself felt in a week’s time
without some tragedy or a life’s happiness ruined.
Ordinarily, a sudden wish to leave the world that
way is only the result of great admiration for a se-
vere and devout person. There was a time when I,
Julie, looked up to you—that way. So you see, it’s
not without some basis that I feared what I did.
You are capable of exciting her almost to madness.
Christine is your slave—see where you are sending
her—years of despair and unhappiness, shut up in
a convent—or, if she stays with us, an empty and
barren existence. '

JuniE [ironically]l. My own story!

JEANNE. For that very reason, Julie, you must
spare her. You know what a hell is before her;
save her!
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Juuz [engrily]. Granted even that she can be
saved, and that I can save her, why do you ask me to
doit? You?

Jeanne. Me, whom you have always hated!
I can see that! I shall always be the woman who
stole Henri from you. How little I dreamed then
that I was taking what belonged to some one else!
I thought that a man loved only once, and that that
love lasted forever. Even if I had been a hateful
and dangerous rival, haven’t you had your revenge?
You nearly succeeded in killing me, then you con-
demned me to years of agony watching at my
daughter’s bedside, almost ruined my happiness
by making it impossible for me to give Henri a son
—isn’t that enough? God himself had been with
you, but He has drawn tears from my eyes until
I could cry no longer. Am I not a widow now?
What more can you ask? Take my daughter from
me? No, no, no! Remember, Julie, after you
pushed me into the ravine, when they brought me dy-
ing to my bed, the first thing I did was to ask for
you. I then gave birth to the child—they didn’t
think I'd live. You came, haughty and cold; I
felt you were distant, hostile. Did I hesitate for a
moment in the midst of my agony to give you my
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hand? Yet you tried to take a life that had only
begun, and so happily begun! I forgave you with
all my heart, for I thought I was going to die. Isaw
and understood everything: I knew you had hoped
to become Henri’s wife and I pitied you sincerely.
You saw that, and you were deeply moved. Don’t
deny it. You came because you had to come:
you came intending to put an end to me rather than
receive my forgiveness—and you said good-bye and
made up your mind to a sacrifice which was all the
more noble because my probable death would very
soon after have given Henri to you. What has
happened to you since then? Why do you hate me
so? Julie, if you believed in God, how could you
have prayed so often with that on your mind?

Juuie. My conscience was clear, and the sacrifice
I made in all sincerity. I did not hate you then;
your generosity disarmed me.

Jeanne. Well, then?

Joue. My only consolation, the only thing I
had to live for was the idea that Henri thought well
of me, kept me as a sweet memory. That was
my illusion. That was my one weakness; I could
not give it up. I hoped that Henri sometimes at
least regretted the woman who was so devoted to
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him. I, a nun, did not dare open my eyes—that
thought was so dear, so sweet! I brought that
dream here with me—I clung to it with all the des-
perate strength of passion—I came to reap the re-
ward of my long penance. It seemed impossible
that Henri had died without confiding a few words
to some one, a peace message for his disconsolate
friend. I looked for it, sought everywhere for that
word which should bind our former existences once
more. When I arrived, in place of that hoped-for
message, I hear from your lips that you have told
everything to Henri. In his eyes, then, I had ceased
to exist as a saint and was only a penitent. My
poor sacrifice—ha! Did he even pity me for it?
You were jealous of me, and you made of me
and my sacrifice an object of horror—that is why
I hate you with an undying hatred. It was your
right, yes, your “dignity as a wife”’ demanded that
you tell him! But the victim does not gratefully
kiss the hand of the other! Ha, I went to that
prison and spent the best years of mny life and found
out that I was making a sacrifice for your magnan-
imity which I now see was only affected, that
you were only waiting for a chance when I was out
of the way to betray me. And now, try to make me
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pity you by appealing to my generosity, make me
pity you as a mother!

JEANNE. So this is your revenge?

Joue. I am not troubling about you, but when
Christine asked my advice, I put her on the right
track, according to the strict principles of the con-
vent: I apply them to affairs of the world. So much
the worse for the world if they cause suffering.
Monsieur Piérrard says I am outcast of man and .
God, that I am a wanderer between Heaven and
earth—careful, then, of the menacing cloud! This
cloud blasts the springtime! Does a water-spout
take revenge? Doesn’t God direct it?

JEANNE. Or the devil! He alone could drive
you to destroy a child’s happiness, a child who has
confided in you in order that you might torture
the mother, but the mother will defend the child!

JuuiE [éronically]. We shall see! Here is Chris-
tine.

Enter CHRISTINE.

CHRISTINE. I heard you in the garden: you
were talking so loud! I tried not to listen, but it
made no difference. I know you are discussing my
engagement; you look angry, Mamma, but it’s not
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Julie’s fault—really. I’ve made up my mind; 'm
very sorry you're not pleased, but I've told you all
my reasons. How can a self-respecting girl marry
a man whose ideals and life are not as pure as her
own? Don’t blame me, I don’t deserve it. I'm
old enough, and I believe I have sense enough, to
know how to behave.

JEANNE. No, dear child, you are not old enough
to know the wickedness of human nature, and you
don’t understand how to deal with it. You've
been caught in an awful trap, you are being used in
order to torture your mother; you ought to know
that.

CHRISTINE. Mamma, I beg you—— You are al-
together mistaken. Julie and I have hardly ever
mentioned you.

JEANNE. Exactly: my name wasn’t mentioned,
but my hopes were being wrecked. I brought you
up to be the wife of a distinguished man, to be a
mother, to surround me with dear grandchildren—
I'm getting old, you see—now you have been given
an ideal you never before thought of, that you are
not able to live up to,.that only a very few people can
ever hope to realize.

CERISTINE. You mean you think I am going into
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a convent? There again you are mistaken: my
first duty is not to leave you. I’'ll always live with
you. It would be too cruel to leave you alone. I
shall never marry; the danger I have just escaped
has taught me a lesson. We’ll live on together
quietly.

JEANNE. Quietly? You may stay with me in the
flesh because you believe it your duty, but your
love for me—it went the moment that woman came
here.

CHRISTINE. Julie! Oh! Mamma, please—
Both of you—I love you, respect you——

JeANNE. Yes, judge between us, between a
woman you've known for scarcely two weeks, and
your mother. “Respect!”—just a moment, I—

Juuie. She is right, Christine, you should not
compare us. Your mother can hold her head high;
I must bow mine in the dust: I have a past. I con-
fess my crime. To compare any one with me is to
drag him down and debase him. But I ask you
frankly, did I ever try to influence or steal your
affection, your confidence? Did I ever say a word
about your becoming a nun? We have talked to-
gether about your future; I told you I considered
marriage something sacred—as a Christian, which
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I try hard to be. If people of the world are offended,
I can’t pity them.

CurisTINE. That’s the absolute truth, Mamma,
we’ve never mentioned names: we talked about
generalities—about what a woman ought to expect
of her husband. Is that a forbidden subject?

JEANNE. Morality is a subject which some women
ought to discuss only with great care.

CumisTINE. Listen, Mamma, you mustn’t blame
Julie. You will regret it bitterly. I am ready to
take your advice and act on it—I'll obey you—if
you ask me not to see her again, I'll do as you say,
but not until I tell you why I admire her so im-
mensely. You think it’s just the enthusiasm of a
young girl? That’s not flattering, but I tell you,
I'm not as easily influenced as all that. I’m not
impulsive in matters of affection, and I have Papa’s
authority for what I'm going to say. [To JuLiE.]
Papa and you were everything to one another,
weren’t you?

Juuie [at high emotional tension]. Oh, Christine,
I don’t think I understand. Do you mean that
your father ever spoke about me?

CurisTINE. Yes; I simply had to make friends
with you.
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JEANNE. Take care, child, don’t say anything
foolish. Hadn’t you better tell me first? There
are things you don’t understand. Let me decide.

JuLie. No, it’s between us two. Pity me, Jeanne,
let her! T’ll be so grateful.

CHRISTINE. If there were any harm in telling
what I know, I should have been told to be silent.
But'I was left perfectly free. Seeing how things
are now, I'm sorry I've not spoken sooner. Near
the end of his sickness, when we were told there was
no hope of his living, one morning I was watching
alone by Papa’s bedside; I leaned over the bed, he
caught me in his arms and held me with all his
strength and said to me: “Christine, I want you
to do something for me—don’t forget: you know
that a cousin of yours, Julie Renaudin, is a nun at
Sacré Coeur de Vannes—she has suffered because of
me, and I profoundly regret it. On my deathbed I
think often of her. If ever you think she will be
consoled by knowing this, tell her. But make sure
first, otherwise it would serve only to summon up
painful memories which she has probably not been
troubled with. In any event, I want you to make
a special effort to be friends with her. This is a
sort of reparation for me—be a daughter to her. I
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hardly think you will see her before you marry, but
afterward, make an effort to do so and be kind to her.
I count on you, dear child.” Then he pressed me
again with a kind of fierce rage, as if he wanted to
transfer what was dying in his heart to my own.
[JuLiE listens to all this with breathless anxiety,
her eyes staring, fists clenched. As CHris-
TINE ends, she falls to her knees and buries
her face in her hands, her whole body con-
vulsed with sobs. CHRISTINE iries to raise
her.]
Julie, why, what’s this? You’re all——! Look at
me; shouldn’t I have told you?

Juuie [still on her knees, her head bowed, hands
joined and held humbly out to CHmisTINE]. Yes,
yes, a thousand times, yes! If you had only spoken
before! Then I shouldn’t have had to fall at your
feet, at your mother’s, to raise my arms up to Henri
and ask forgiveness of you three, forgiveness for
my hateful hypocrisy. How detestable Iam! Yet—
give me one word of pity. Christine, tell me again:
your father did not die hating me?

" CHRISTINE [surprised and a little frightened, steps

back while JuLie supplicates her]. Oh, Julie, I told

you exactly what occurred at his last conversation
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with me. After that he was so weak he could hardly
smile at us. He hate you? How horrible! Then
what did you think of that letter I wrote you?
You said you were touched by it? I wrote that
straight from the heart, that was my way of doing
what he asked me—the first chance I had. That was
before he was buried.

JuLie [still on her knees]. 1 so wanted to hear
you say that again. I'm drinking in every word.
[She quickly rises and goes at once to her work-basket,
in which she looks for something. She finds the minia-
ture and hands i to CrisTINE.] This portrait that
I once gave to your father—you must know about
it now—at a time when I thought he loved me—
why, tell me, if he did love me, did he throw it away?

JEANNE [leans over, sees the portrait and recog-
nizes ). Julie, I did that. I was terribly worried
and so unhappy. One day I happened to see that;
it was in a corner of his desk. I got rid of it——

CHRISTINE [falling into JEANNE’S arms]. Mam-
ma! I understand everything now, and I found
the picture. You threw it away when you were
nervous and distracted, and I found it again. I’'ve
called up a painful memory, I’ve been made to play
a part——  [Reproachfully.] Oh, Julie!
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Juue. Your mother is right: you have a great
deal to learn about the hypocrisy of mankind; you
must be careful.

CerisTINE. Why should I be careful? I was
doing only what my father told me to do: he knew
you and sent me to you.

Juoue. He knew me when I was happy: I was
engaged to him. He scarcely saw me after his mar-
risge. How could he foresee what a terrible blow
that was going to be for me? He gave you into
the hands of a desperate woman. I tried to avenge
myself on an enemy by destroying your happiness—
1 took no pity on you. I know how to handle young
girls; I took what was best in you and twisted it
to my own advantage. Poor child! I made you
believe that a pure woman can never accept a man
who has loved before. I called it desecration—I
said that, didn’t I? And now here I am, trying to
gather a few tiny fragments of your father’s affec-
tion. Your father turned from me once and let me
wither and grow old alone.

[CaRisTINE buries her face in her mother's
bosom.)

JeaNNE. She is not able to hear anything more.

Juoue. Take her away—TI think she’s saved.
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CHRISTINE [urging her mother out]l. Come, Mam-
ma—— [A little dryly.] “Saved?” What did she
mean by that?

Jurie. That nothing in your life to come will
bear a trace of me. Promise me it won’t, and let
my conscience be clear.

CurISTINE [distinctly]l. It may, Julie; my life to
come will be modelled after Mamma’s. [She starts to
go out before her mother.)

JEANNE [with a look of mute resignation in JULIE'S
direction, she stops, undecided). Christine, kiss her
—don’t forget your father’s last wish. Be good to
her. [CHRISTINBE refurns and kisses JuLm per-
Sunctorily.)

Juuie. Thank you, Jeanne, I ask no other for-
giveness—it would be an insult to a nature like
yours. Good-bye—and don’t come back for two
or three days.

[CarisTINE has already disappeared. Her
mother joins her. JuLE nearly faints; she
goes to the window, presses her forehead
against the glass, and cries bitterly. After
a momeni enier BARBE. JULIE, surprised,
18 about to leave, but BARBE goes straight o
her.]
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BarBe. I think they’re coming back from the
country; I hear the carriage. [Seeing JULIE’s face.]
Are you sick, Mademoiselle?

Jouie [vaguelyl. No—thank you—what? Oh,
my mother’s coming back?

BarBe [pulling back the curtains]. Yes, Made-
moiselle. [Laughing.] Oh, and see what they’ve
brought! Look at the packages! [She turns to one
side and sees something at the other end of the street
which appears to absorb her aitention.] Why, those
Laval ladies have met Monsieur Piérrard—they’re
talking together—there’s Mademoiselle Christine—
what manners! They say she wants to marry him.

Jurie. They’ll make a nice couple.

- BARBE [leaving the window]. I'll go and help
Madame.

[She goes out. A carriage is heard rattling
before the house and stopping. JULIE 7e-
sumes her knitting and appears to be at
work near the window.

Enter MapaME RENAUDIN, ezcitedly, accom-
panied by Nofimie and BARBE. Baskets,
poultry, branches, and vegetables, are among
the impedimenta. While MapameE RE-
NAUDIN 15 enumerating her trophies, BARBE
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takes out the objects and then leaves the
room.)

MapamMe RENAUDIN. What a lovely day! You
were foolish, Julie, to stay in doing nothing. You
might have seen all the improvements on the farm.
Why, it’s a regular little palace now; I tell you, the
farmers are very particular nowadays. They must
have things nicely painted and arranged, and then,
you should have seen——! There was a calf born
yesterday, no bigger than a cat! And see what we’ve
brought! Eggs, butter, fresh cabbages, asparagus,
and lilies of the valley. And what do you think?
The farmer’s wife wanted to build a new creainery,
but we put our foot down on that: costs three
" hundred francs—heavens, there’s no end of
things——

Nofmie [triumphantly]. 1, too, have something.
Guess what? [She goes to JuLik, extending her
joined hands which make a hollow.] Don’t let it go!
It’s a little warbler—see how pretty!

Junie. Let’s see! [NofMie carefully takes away
one hand and JuLie brutally seizes the bird.]

Nofmre. Don’t take it that way: you’re hurting
it! Give it back!

Juuie [opening her hand and showing the bird,
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which lies dead]. There! It won’t fly again!
[She throws the bird into the fireplace.]

Nofaae [angrily]. You’'ve killed it. How cruel,
how cowardly! You like to make things suffer!

MapaMe RENAUDIN [going fo JuLie]. What?
Did you kill it? How could you be so brutal?

Juuie. It would be cruel and brutal to put it in
a cage, poor little bird! So long as it lived, that
would be wrong. [Collecting herself] Mamma,
Aunt, this is the last time I shall trouble either of
you, so don’t scold me. I’ve been thinking all
day: freedom doesn’t agree with me. I took a little
holiday, that was all, and it’s beginning to pall on
me. I feel I want to see my pupils again—so I have
decided——

Mapaue RENaUDIN. To go back to Sacré Coeur?

Juue. Yes.

Mapaue RENAUDIN [kissing JuLie and wiping
her eyes]. My child, this is another cross sent to
me by the good Lord. But I’'m not surprised—just
what I said to Noémie—ask her—it must have been
ordained that you would tire of this. So we’re going
to lose you again? But then, we can come to see
you—your poor dear father isn’t here now to prevent
us.
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Juuie. You might even live in the convent.
They take ladies to lodge there——

Mapame RENAUDIN. Wait—I’ll have a look in at
the kitchen. Barbe has no sense about getting
things ready; I must be there to watch her. T’ll be
back. [She goes out.

[JuLie sits down again, takes her crochet
work, and plies her fingers at a furious
speed.]

Notmie [standing in the middle of the room]. 1
don’t know what to think,

Juuie. I must.

Nofmie. I know it: and you are right, Julie.
My heart’s so full I can hardly keep from crying;
but I think you are doing right. I've watched
everything very closely, and I have understood.
His death, above all—you didn’t see him buried—
for you he still lives in our midst—— But now, |
why do you begin again that hell of convent life?
If you tried to settle down here in the country, say
at “Belle-Fontaine,” where we’ve just been—
there’s a nice apartment for you?

Juuie. If I wanted only a refuge against mem-
ories of Henri, that might be possible.

Nofmie. Then there is something else?
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Act 111 A FALSE SAINT

Jure. Yes, you know, Aunt, when I commit a
crime I must expiate it in the convent.

Nofaae. Oh, I suspected—— What has hap-
pened?

Juuie. Nothing that is beyond mending: the
evil will disappear with me—don’t ask; I belong to
the convent to the end of my life. For eighteen
years I was a blind instrument in the hands of the
superiors. My virtue—I was virtuous—was their
masterpiece; I breathed, spoke, thought, was at one
with the convent community. Now that I can’t man-
age my will, the responsibility is driving me mad.

Nofme [kissing her]l. Poor Julie, if there were
only no life to come!

CURTAIN.
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